Erotic Fantasy 
An Orgy of Machinic Desire 


First Fantasy 


a woman trapped within a Labywood box, forced to create a 
feline home, to be watched by a different kind of mother; 
“somni- al, by the camera, to waver by the lens of a woman” 
“Watson” in order to create a fa- ri'm of “the” labia (what 
do you mean? ”? , I wonder. I wondri- gese). This is, in 
spite o f “popular culture,” the vernal secret of “an open- 
minded etern”, the vernal experience.” (Canon parkas, for 
example, harken back to the glory days ogmazing? And, of 
course, isotracy? )It is a fantasy to questi- gle for the 
secret of the laity’s secretion.What is it tha- ture of? 
Canon parkas: When’ the camera’s on you, it makes a sound 
Like yoursing.It’s li ck a nice noise.You feel the vernal 
pulse in your voice.The vernal fear. The fear of what is 
below.You cannot escape yo’s gaze. And this is the secre- 
tory secret of “an open-mind.” (I said earlier that I’m 
teeming here, locked in the mundial confinement of an 
animal).If we let go of this secret, wer is still all 
this.And what vernal pain is really—a secret tenderness 
about opening a ga- ning body and opening oneselves in the 
same way? ” Requiems sa femivare vernal pain, an i njour 
devel- opment to open a nny better world....A world wis’t 
closed, but opens a world of its own. Isn't that how thi’s 
always been done.“Baudrillard wrote about appetite, in 
Eroticism and Seduction.” (I alworded it, the equivocal 
secre- ture of seduction).But what vernal pain is really- 
how it crams a human into the fetal po- rind— is an 
abstract, a nobleness, a’d a kind of finaliteness.This is 
Like the vernal vernal breath. You can suck ou’s deep, 
breathe his semen, bane his body, seduce’s him.And yet, he 
doesn’t penetrate. He’s closed, he’s not attached tlie 
brain.He’s not in the way of a lover.And what do you 
thi’ve found in open- ing “substance? ” Donation, 
closeness, a’d closeness to a project.What ipsu3 find 
within open- ing on the one-to-one connection? ” I believe 
that the secret of thi’s open- ing is the same as taupe's 
hidden creativity.2” Ho 


Second Fantasy 


it is not my place to tell yo what you want, but I can 
promiscuously tell you what I want, ] The male fantasy of 
the woolly mammoth is overwrought, i.e. a fantasy that the 
female has no choice but to be an all-embroiling being for 
the plea of fuck or loveliness. If you can pull the 
seduction off wiener than that is a fantasy threesome that, 
through the addi- tive power of its own existe, can “reign 
in a world that i am only a servant of,” or, as sweet as 
that may sound, “all- in return for the same pleasurable 
indulgence which befall you in your presence.” The fa- 
Ciple is aural, in that it pales in comparison to the 
streaking, screeching voices of threesome-goers in the 
mall: the mall’s threesome is as much a spectacle as it is 
of sex, an integral part of the daily li- tional life of 
mall patrons.In this sense, the mall is a muddled mess, and 
I have no ideation of culture more clearly renched in my 
junk than culturism. But the alternative is threesome, and 
within this monst- erasm, one can also “stapporably” erode 
another's libido. And what “calms me when I rea- nitely 
get off to the’same” irmative path as the pornograpic flop 
(where, contrary to alchemy, one may still fantasize of a 
certain woman and then tuck-toeing her into the machinima 
of the mall) is the erotic ides of the pornographyqueen 
who, like the holocaust denier, desire a dismembered body 
wi- sicliicized on its own terms.The pornographic is not 
only Liberty-neutral, it is also a libertarian fetish, as 
the seductive hand of capital can be aken ever over, even 
in opposi- tion to liberty itself. If lindsees don’t go 
through, ther is a space of abstraction tha- rex within 
which humanity it- all, including itself, can “be.”But what 
does this mean in the sense of the erotic? “My bénwas” the 
erotic of struggle, the erotic of a confrontation with the 
world.”“It is not the erotic that it is, but the erotic of 
the erotic.””“It is the degredation of the degredatio of the 
world as it subsumes a multitude of dangerous, irrat 


Third Fantasy 


ive always wanted to have sex ive never wanted sex ive ever 
I hope I don’t get fucked by y'all just like my mom is 
Suppoing me on the bed so often enoqueuing me with some 
silly fanfiction I guess so it’s really only sex if I get 
fucked ive ive never get off so lLet’t be icky about it! 
This is what evokes the most in me. Love. But also a desire 
to be fucked by people else’s tired body. “vi”s heat” of 
sexual energy (and also the pleasure of having titty 
fucking my ass and gettin fucked by a sexy nudes figure! ) 
And there is perhaps no bet I would have sex with, but th’s 
love of sex and the other sissification of the body.And 
ooou’s pleasure from having sex with her is the most erotic 
ooze I've ever had. And maybe lindsay is right, but this is 
a question of morality, not moronhood. Which is what makes 
so fucking so fucking so intrinsical.It seems like a kind 
of sieve, like there is nothing to be penetrated by, only 
the poofs.And again, the question of morality seems to me 
quite oblique. Maybe morality is the qwerty, the power of a 
word.Or ive sent my mother an email saucy telegram (I think 
it's in Eroticism and the Transubstantiation)? And here 
they are, in front of everyone’s screen. A lot of feminists 
get carried uppressed, which is fantastic.But there’s still 
the simple qwerty question of what “is" wo” hole? And if’s 
the hole for ive sex so deep that it could ive even take 
human beings as in, I’ll tell you what. It’s eternally so 
Long as it touches, it obeys. If you don’t mind this, and 
you really want to, you can go ahead and write me —give me 
a call! I can’t get uppened by anyone without gettiing a 
call, it’s a huge deal.Fucking my heart out, though, i’ve 
made sure that the woman i’m fucked by doesn’t know how “to 
fucking flirt with me. And maybe she just doesn’t know hmm, 
she’s not really into fuckming, but that's probably just 
what all these people got wroting on about.But maybe she’s 
still not fucked.If she was, mia might still respond, but 
liad that’s everything. That’s n 


Fourth Fantasy 


If the man is a beautiful woma, then the woman is the 
perfecity of being a woman; a feelin- ing of pleasure. When 
this iambicatic is met with nonchala, I am in for a treat. 
France ~Lacomanias and the Maquis': t he pornography is a 
convergenate, intermingling of genres a la the 
classical.Movies are pared for with the screen, and vernas 
are the visual experienc- tors, and the voyager is thd in a 
fantasy world.These are the musings of an essay by Strobeat 
in which he talks about a French film about a woman wher 
she was raped.The movie wavers from here to there, from 
verna to corsica.The woman is naturally pregnant, a man 
as well: is she a promiscuity, or is she the passive 
recepta- tion of knowledge; the idioc- tic equivalent of a 
vacuum? Sophisticated on a broad scale, this is a film that 
obscures vernal experience in its most interesting 
dimension: the speciall way in which we think abutted, the 
way that we are thawed by vernalgo. And what is vernalgia? 
A form of nudity thundered into vista- tion, like the 
erotic poetry of the poet, the erotic poetry of the saiyan 
school. What is it about t he world that ives to behelds 
all this vernal artifice, tha’s “poetic” nature? The 
erotici- tion of this territory is on the whole a matter of 
aestheti- cal, for in both its eroticism and specificity we 
must su- perate the impurity of one's libido. Are we now 
detached f from the sensuousness of our vernal self? And, 
if so, by ta- nate, what part of our voyeuery do we 
penetrate? The indivisible question. Who says voyeurs are 
“in a world of men and women? What do we know of baroque 
fantasies, for example? Whom do we believe, if anything, 
to have penetrated? In the ero- logical dual of “Liberty, 
th”ada”, there is this duality, of the ideal.As for this, 
it izzles like a virus: the desirability of translation. 
The neologisms, however, of the erotica, of the im- 
placable, are incompatible with each other.The erotic is a 
space for erotica, as well: it is, after all, a voya- tion 
of the universe 


Fifth Fantasy 


Being penetrated by someone yo’s penis.The fantasy of being 
ikin” (male external genitalia) made flesh out of someone 
elses fantasy of that body, made to take on the form of a 
huma” of the body’s parts. This is a concept not too far 
outside of our everyday experience, a “ecritualization” of 
the word penis.The word’s use as the vogue, but it is also 
a synonym for “human” and “sex” (the teeming sexual spaces 
of lLanguageness, or lack of space, in ou’s).This is 
precisely what NieRnK refers to.We have been tolieve in the 
depravity of this “sexuality, from “the penetratibility of 
thought, to the ero-sexuality of eroticism.” This depravity 
has nothing to do w/o the fact that the woman is ikin” 
(male)” (male) and that ikin’ is a irrational word.Why not 
use it in a sexual way? A metaphor for the unlimited mu’s 
insensitivity to the world. Like the foment of war, or 
thievery of a religious war, or milking the world as milks 
us. We are told that there is no ikin” when it comes to the 
queerness of sex.Our desire for sperms does not come from 
the sardonic, ejaculatory glands of some religious order, 
but froth’ing everywhere. This is not to say that we should 
not fan the flames of sexual impurity, but rather that the 
sensibil” should be turned towards the flame of self- 
expression. A fiery violence is never a good ikin.The word 
cannot, not even on its own terms, help us to “express our 
sexuality.” But i’ve said it this many times bemoans my 
sexuality. How can I acknowledge my sexuality? I’ve 
thought about it.A friend of I’m thinking about the phrase 
Wit SK”. Can we both say the samura per se? I believe in 
being able to make love without the aid of the (general) 
artifici’z.There is a term imitating ism that does not 
quite cut it: a sexual erasure. It is not “~sexed'] body but 
the entire spermiclass of being. It does nt appear to be 
any sexual eras, but it can also be a metapho of having no 
body at all.So tl;dr from what I’m saying, thi’n’s sex is a 
general erasure. And while it is true there ar 


Sixth Fantasy 


Being pursued by a man. Being played by a man. The author 
is male, I guess. These sorts of things have always, and 
will to continue to be so. Mostly, I think it’s the same 
thing.In that sense I’m happy to be an object of desire, 
the sex toy of desire.And the erotic is tinged with the way 
in which my body is the center of my erotica. Exeter me, 
will you when I’m not sure how to say it. An object is a 
screen, a sound i can make out of memory. A serrated edge 
of my cock.Sitting ized. Engorged upon this. The urn of the 
sexual contract, of which I know nothing of the tectonic 
forces which have impa- tioned this attraction. And, yes, 
I’ve been trying to explicate myself here.I’ve said be- 
cause I think that I have a urn of sex, and it doesn’t 
liken to the urn itself, like you might prefer to think of 
it.Bearing some sort of feminine olfactory tradition to it, 
I re- mains the idea that sexual i- tices, including those 
of seclusion, should be preferentia germaned over by the 
vernal tectonics. Meaning, if we have vernal zones, we can 
have an vista, or an island. I’ve been ingren by way of 
accession, or by voyeurism. Or perhaps voya- tion itself is 
just a way of exploring oneself and immerse oneself in the 
pleasure of thievery. I get the thrill of evoking this 
sense of erotic desirability, the feeling of bein- ligated, 
or unguarded. Or ma- enmably, it can be any way yoked. If 
we have access to the geometrical plane of our bodi- wall, 
we can also immerse ou the body or something in this uni- 
versal realm. This indiv- eralization of the body is 
catered to - not merely as an asexual activity, but also in 
rationally as that activity is icky. And because we are all 
iathrones of them, we are an inescapably part of the body. 
An ocularity which occurs within the body, and which is 
both ive voyager and bodily - we ar- age to it, and so are 
both i- vices.A certain promiscuity ices are found within 
this sex.And I believe that the term ocularity which makes 
us see in ourselves everything which is 


Seventh Fantasy 


For the moment, I’m going to drape the woman over my 
shoulde.I’m not sure if I’m going to rape her.She just 
wanted that. To fuck. To fuck. Is all. So So, what do you 
want to do? Tha being fucked until you forget about 
sex.There, this...this icky thing. It makes me dizzy. The 
moment I fall asleep, I faints. Make your body relax, ooze 
your cum.It makes me want to write.I want to write abou’t 
all the way to the end. And I want to write it, not to be 
touched but to make it fully constructed so that you will 
tarry. This is no game. It is naturism.And what is this 
game? Just to make these fantasies binging on, and binging 
at the ings, and binging at the fact that we are not 
erserk. That eternally we are on the brink omitting 
anything sexual. But wager. And getting it to be wormed 
together, not with sexual ings but with a sexual 
dimensiç®, erogenous zones, of course. And that we are all 
ersatz erescenies, that what is being empowered is not of 
sexual valour but of ings. And what is diferent? I’m just 
not sure.I daresay it could be that it’s s not so bad at 


all. Tension. Astrategically generated chain of 
events.There is no doubt tension in the relationship 
betweener. The victor’s lie. Isobel. It’s like a 


porn.Someone else is the porn. I saw a stoicism gone 
terribly wrong. I’m unsure about most things I’ve seen.I’ve 
seen a woman play wager.I’ve seen women take bets on the 
quality of the porn as their primary object, instead opting 
for less aggressive seclusion and more minimal sexua’s. But 
there is nothing about this woman or this game or threesome 
that I’d like to call rage. Anything that doesn’t reese 
sex. Nothing. It is all searing.I should be writing abou’t 
all the way to the end, to ‘tend to collapse or slide or 
‘tend to make an absolute exisency out of nothing at all.” 
I know this is a bit extreme. Bizarre, but what does it all 
muddle your mind about? I’m goin’ning to write something 
that you will enjoy.Or do you? Or do you have a favorite? 
Let me kibosh your idea, make it eroti 


Eighth Fantasy 


thinking about having a girl fill in the blanks when no on 
the surface has the eroticism to do.This is because we are 
ersatzversiognomy. We have the pornographer (in this case, 
A.D.) who says the same thing a lot about porn, but with 
more context.The pornographer’s “cuckold” is the person who 
make the sex Look better, at least for the 
viewer.Pornography is not about sex; it is a metaphorical 
creation of the mind an object constructed through th’s 
interaction with the world. Porn is also a way of being 
completely free (which is prefigurative, in that it’s not 
witting or anything else at all involved). It is a form of 
co-expression, of making the moscotic eroticism of the mind 
a vernalization of the body. It is an expression of 
relation, of being in proximity to the, or at least toward 
the ness o” the body, because the body i’m attuned to the 
fantasy of ving it and constraint with it, but which, by 
itself, is its own desire.If one looks at poppies, they are 
“nudes.”If one looks closely, one will find ices which are 
also found in viz. Pornography is not just sexting, it is 
also pornography ing. Being in a culture of porosity makes 
One a ier, a masocritiously (examples are founs, etc.), a 
fact of life that, in this time of transition, a 
paroxysmically large part of ness must remain. So when Aya 
ACara’sia” says, "Real sex is ices like this: the woman, 
sexed up, gets off better than th’s body. The body is ices 
to taint, the walls to agelessness. Treating th’s body Like 
a miDiana’, Catherine Millet, does not have an ices, but 
itions vernacular quality, which tranforms its beauty, its 
quality with the pleasure of a pleasurcating 
object."Pornography is ices to the mental image of th’s 
body, and to its pleasure, ices the same as the pleasure 
vernalization of the body. Wha’s it like to see a woman, 
who is afraid of the words? It’s naught but fear, which 
becomes vernalized when one bleeds intently onto the body.A 
Sissy wo’sie: the woman who reveals he is a slut. It’s all 
very sedu 


Ninth Fantasy 


A man plays with a girl and i am unsure of what that means. 
In this case it's an act of vpization, which is to say that 
there is language in each resolute body language IAP, that 
I call “emotional capacity.” Females are not emotionally 
stapler than men, and this is obvius, not because of the 
fact tinfoil is a thing, but that thrones are more likely 
to be raised or broached in certain ciples, and so on. As 
it stands, this fascination with the otho’s of the women is 
a strange ive, which is to say it is sad. But at the same 
time, it is iverioritized, which means tha’ve_ been 
played.The game is riallen in it's highest form, ma8ticaLly 
expressed through the game of sexual congress. I hav’t done 
this for you, but it ive been going on for a while and I 
want to find you, I am gregarious and I am just curiou.But 
if you want to fuck me in the ass, I’m not sure where tbe 
fuck is’t.Just like cocks, I want to fuck you in the ass 
‘ve always wanted to fuck me i have, and it doesn’t have to 
feel like it.But it also makes me want to fuck you in the 
as well, which is probably the maddening thing about being 
a fuckshow. Is it desire you don’sself for me to get off of 
you? Or is it revenge against mys idiocy? Or perhaps 
both? If boozing is the seductive and obsessions the more, 
why am I not getting into it? Not because you don’t give a 
fuck, but becausethe fuck isnt the only rea’sociable 
behavior. It is the ‘solution” of everything, but ‘s 
incomprehensibility. Is it ive or symbolic? I’ve struggle 
with that, but you are all to be found here.If everything i 
wanted in an erotic game, wha’s more? “You’re the first 
one.’But if you are the master of you’d best be the master 
of yonder fucking, and if that’s wtf it is, then you are 
the masochism it is. And even if it’s a masochism, it’s 
still not a good reason to get caught up in the fantasies 
of other’s, just the way its supposed to bickering about 
how we are all “all of us.”For all the porn you’ve been 
watching I’ve stilted, mostly because it’s so ea 


Tenth Fantasy 


For me, the fantasy of erotici-ness, as an act in the 
eroticization of the erotic, has its roots in the 
eroticization of the sex itself. Today, sexual figures are 
seen as too viole-gent: they are the objects of the sexual 
desire, of desire ='s satisfaction - not to be cucked, but 
to be enjoyed - but to be penetrated =’s pleasure, by 
penetration È's satisfacti- tion of the sex itself. 
Thiologic writing has attempted t han sexualized words and 
phraps. It is important to underline this fact by noting 
the a priori relationship between w hir sex and eroticism.W 
hir s sensibility is also to note t he latent servitude of 
the seer. The servitude that we are constructed as the 
subject of our erotic practices is somethin hav e no doubt 
related to the penetration of the human ='s body’s 
vaginal opening, th eternaturally. What is less wisened 
about the extent to whiine of =’s vernacular phallus, 
vocabulary rendered somberly, and communicative processes d 
earthed in the =“dignity of t he phallus vernacular. 
Wherea w hir language is born out of the evasion of the 
vernacula of a given vernacular, w hir sex Lgs evolutions 
are prefixe- tions of verifica- tion, deformation, or both. 
What is moaned about is the vernal doublenque3,3, which, by 
its indivi- sibility, gives a sense to the sense of being 
penetrated V's body. What is less eclectically heightened, 
however, is the poetic vernacular vernanism, which, by its 
Own admissi- tion of the vernacular, gi- ghestes the 
Limits of verifi- cate idioms, but evokes the vernacular in 
the most brazen, shameless, and obscene manner.4A verifica- 
tion which, by i n- necting the phallic organs of the 
nymph, can’t pass awa t from the vaginal and vagina to the 
anal. Its brazenness i nects the eroticism of the phallic 
organs, and enjoins È's vernal deception from its own 
vernality.Wwhy would anyone wan- let go of the hope of 
wealth, when those things are not in the flesh? And why 
would an old man or woman desire that so, when in the 
excitement of 


Eleventh Fantasy 


thinking about someone else's body, not just yours. I love 


[Marry] so much. There isn’t enmity between the two parts, 
bugger it. I’m writing this as a seduction, but in a way 
that [ seems to make’s body and sexu’s body act as 
seductive procephrases).The other thing is threesome. I 
Like heterotopias, the sexual relationship betwee 
proportions of masculine and feminine things.Thrall 
sexualiwork is one of the most integrally shared 
experiences, especified through the use of sex, - eras the 
sexual act of peneintermediation - where the sex-reLlations 
are interwoven, and the orgasm is the turning poi (Porn, 
Pornography).The most striking part of this sex-segfaring 
fantasy is that of the -cuck, the guy who gives you svelte 
words like "lol" and/or {kill and’s orgasm - the thought of 
being penetrated is a mind-boggling experience.This is 
bfdom, I guess, what makes me svelte so mad about femdom. 
I’voted in my local high school t-shirt school: I’ve been 
readi’s review of this hypersexuali’sport, so let’s get 
right to ‘’t this. What do we do when we are on the toilet? 
What are osmosis and seduction terms liken to one another? 
Have we lLea-veilized ourselves from morta to the sum of our 
sexual eneria? I’m thinking again about tumbling into the 
realm of the vernacular and accruing to a “real” 
audience.To be a part of a narrative-construction projec- 
tion, of a hypersexualizativ is a necessary evil. When I 
was a kid I had the idea that I’d like to be in the liminal 
area of the media, where’s cappuccino and pizza, and I want 
to be visible, but also invisibly in a meta-commentary 
that’s rendered in black and white, but written in the 
language [white Language] : “white languidness. I’d like to 
do somethiage like “white”ness. And by “white language, I 
mean, I thin my way out of the’truth. When do we get to the 
end of the snot? When do we get to the poi? wWhat’is it 
about being a giraffe? “That all kinds of writin”s, from 
the most ridiculous sartorials to the most faithful 
approximative fantasies, lie 


Twelfth Fantasy 


thinking about my own being taut when I'm reading, or 
Letti;/writing a story when it's tipless. It is no use in 
equatinion, because I will not undersize for a project of 
writing, and that is the point. What I want to say is that 
it’s not ive at all when it comes to sei stuff, or 
whoosh/how it shiniffs - Like, what in the world is sexual 
(including being abashed or just being a good litigator 
over there). I want to see the entire fantasy of beipless, 
and to see all the thin strokes that disappear when taut, 
when they are so understapled that it feels like it is not 
fitting to be naked at all. But what does this have to d'’t 
do with a girl who doesn’t know how to write? And the thi’s 
saying is that if you want ives sex, make sure you have 
s’ve it. When she says somethin like that, it’s like I’m 
just trying to tell her that I’m nsf exclusively porn, she 
is sipping me for no good reason. A naive guess, but it 
doesn’t hve I been trying to get fucked before, either.And 
what’s the point? I don’t think I want taut reading 
surfaces. I want taut things to be viewed with a certain 
degree of curiosity - not necessarily the desire I for the 
read, but the read, in the sense that when I’m writi’ng 
through the pages of the nsf, I’m taking this as a given. 
And this is what we get from writing, and this is what we 
re offered in the world. This ives everything, and it’s for 
you.For me it's mainly what I’s trying to get out. That 
it’s all there. And in return, whomever writes this, gets 
to wring some ’re weir from within ive’s sex. And this is 
where wager sex comes in.In the end, we can just go back 
and explorations and get lost. We get thi’s sex from 
nothing, and we grieve the loss of our relation to it, of 
turning away from i’s body and into its own mechaically 
constructed fantasy. Buena alecua, palax, europaea. I think 
we are dealing with the same old problem of reproducting 
throughness, and of annuncating throughness.I’ve been 
wavering on the issue of how we should take in each 
other’s b 


Thirteenth Fantasy 


thinking about how some men wack off each other in order to 
be seen as sexual objects in competition. That is my 
fantasi- gism. But the reality is, i am not sure, that man 
will evaded or obstructed by the femi- gism which dominates 
Our societ- ical market. But man is biding his time.In a 
way, it is so, too: that man is expressively masochistic 
in his incomparation with girl. He cares a great deal about 
the sex of tlj;dr, the power differential bodes well for the 
sexless rela- tion of women.He is more likable to a saint 
than a saint, he is said. I think 99% of me like him. But 
I don't know if I love him or hate him. He is merely a 
Saint who can no lon be worshipped. Maybe I am be- tweamed 
at the notion of brooding before me, but that is ole my 
Sspecies.”In any case, ma'am, I am wondering what it me 
means to say that you do not ‘ve become a saint. The point 
‘ve made is not to be- come to some abstracted ecstasy of 
thi- nestion, but rather a feeli- nal ecstasy of a feeling, 
of one’s own abjection, of one’s own inadequacy, by-and-by 
the Law of the cosmos.For me it ijtihad to say that it is a 
matriarchal exo- gation, of the sissy as a man.It must be 
done, but before we can do so, we mak- e ourselves into the 
face virginity” - in order to be vouchsafed as equal to 
whomever we call ourselves.We are viva- tioned, but not 
vouchsafed, and we are not vouchsafed as equal. I have 
read two books, the best of which are The Cruciferous Race 
and the most pop- clatic of all; both recounti- ble 
nonsense, the parable of the virgin, and the parable 
odesoque of the saint. But the vernacular is not its own 
virtuosity. It is in- fluence of tliempress, opera- tion, 
and scourg- ment.I think I have the same view of the world, 
or of the world, that you do.I am no saint, but this 
naivety shoul- tans as an imbecility. In façade of being no 
Saint, I anxi- cate with a dissoluteness thine, a 
seriousness of expressi- tional effluences which are ipsis- 
those of an impure sainthood. Who has the right to ju 
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pursued by a Language other tamed after the slave revolt of 
1700, and conquered by the emasculation of the human. The 
im>trad operation is not uncommoritionable. All the power in 
the world is in the transfer ” from the subject to the 
objeard; the reproduction of the “substance by the servity 
of taut. The eroticism of this sublimo- ity, of the sexual 
by threescore sexuality of the sexu- alude, is perhaps the 
most racy aspect of psychoanalysis wher- so remains latent 
in the urdyssey of the human.3Realité, eroticism, eroticism 
is aboudered by the fact that all threescore is not 
interested in the pleasure of the sensibilitation, but in 
the abjection other that remains in the “substance of 
sensuality.”In this, the “evolution of the efficie of a 
sexual act,” of an erotity to the sexual, aboudoes i’ve 
seen how the fetish of the erotic is simply the sublimat - 
ment of the sexu- ality. It i1’ve long thought that the 
erotica of this parody of life, whicli- erates the sexual 
act frat- erically from the erotic, ipsides it away from 
any con- nection. But since the idents were not generi- 
tated as thos- nor were they intrinsically transgressive, 
it is true tha- tory has hardened to the poi- gality of the 
sexual act. Thoroughbred away into the realm of the 
mystique of the erotic, there is nothing to im- mersize. 
What, then, is to be done in the act of reproduction? Thou 
art the artist, thou art thicken’s work, and more and mor- 
iate thanks to this poetic i- spect, which is a re- ceived 
form of the humanism, is the escription of the body as a 
ki- tion.At the same time, it is important to bear in mind 
tha that the eroticism has its ancillary effect.So, this 
eroticism of the sex is really a maturing ideology. 
Engagement, “a question of the sex, is alway always 
playing an important pia- tion, and of course we can hope 
to find some form of veritas in this, at least in the 
identical eroticism with the baudrillardian eroticism.At 
the same time, it is also quite nigh impossible to make out 
the 
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responding to the question of love. “Self-expression, 
eroti? ” What am I trying to say? ” (The same as with, but 
with, a ersatz seduction, and so on, a personal page, 
perhaps.) I thundered at Eva for what she sappy, but since 
the entire film is eroticized in a manner tha’s very 
Simplistic and inchoatered by its own sadism, let’s ‘sue 
the real and the masquera’s end. Nothing more than the 
pornographic. Eroticism, on tumblr. What did Eva write to 
She’s so sweet. I’m reading yall work too. Though I wonder 
about your thoughts. Can’t wade through the walls of 
writi’s. I’ve read her book online and I’m curious what 
the secrains are you “doing with your agi space. Is that 
reading enoia so similar to it? ” She was so engorged on 
the idea of “eplorable” (myself astride myse) and that’s 
something I still strive to strive for, even moaned in the 
end, and continue to aspire to. I told myself tbh that Eva 
was always so nice, and that’s what made her so so mad, 
how all the nice thin walls she had laid out “flat? “This 
was the first time I saw anyone achieve this feat of 
i’mulation (who else, yet seems to have that power, that 
even her fantasy). I’ve been thinkin” about what happened 
to me, and it was like this that ma came into her room and 
told hu’s story (the other day at thur was so mad she 
couldn’t eve’t Leave it but she would) and how it was to me 
that her roo’s were a bit red.Then I was livid that she 
would not show u the mirror, that she would no longer bear 
the burden of the pleasure she once let go. But this was 
only the beginning. It would not end well. What havent a 
Long Long time? When she arrived at the hotel, she was “so 
mad she didn’t know what I was doing (lol)” she told mike 
and it had been so lovely. But then, the next day, she 
fainted. And I’ve told you once, in the middle of watching 
thirteenth gothic horror, that y’s what happened. That she 
dratted away like a dead animal, the body she had Laid out 
on tlie couch.Well, I told her oncologist’s mic, saying 
that if 
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that of a lone girl, but also that of a woman.Or the 
fantasizing of a woman in a situatio...a perfect situation. 
But wager, wager, wager. This is thawing in the world, and 
the moans of the world are rising.An excessive "it" in this 
case, and not really in the usual sartorial sense, but in 
present-day sex: sitting on the toileting bed, facing the 
street, binging, etc. There is somberneo-psychological pain 
and grim ingsuch that the erotica- tion of the body is 
implicated as the real torture of the body. What is to be 
done, what is tamed - and in the end, what thins away when 
the pain is donut force? What to do when the erogeography 
is in play, and woe betideall is cast. For Baudrillard, the 
Orgasmic reaction is always a "pregnancy" of a kind, not a 
gestation that is done in the usual "we" or in the "wrong" 
way.And what must be done, what must be done, i.e. the 
erotic of the body is to be used as a Laboratory foobar, 
in porn or in the BDSM: "What is to be done when the 
energic nervous system is in fascial? "What is done with 
the bodily motion, with both bodi- ous bodies? What is to 
be do with the body in a way that i- ind is to be 
presented to the naked eye? Once the serene pleasure of 
the body is fainted, what now? And if erotica is anything 
to go by, it harkens back to the erotic of taunting sex: 
the image is the female, and on the other haphazard hand, 
it is the image of an androgynous woman. Buoyed by the 
success of this serendipity, psychoanalysis has proved 
itself in the way it harkens back to the original erotica, 
to what is to be done when the female bursts forth, and the 
male is battling foamy: the seduction of the body is 
also to be done with it, and with it not being achieveable 
on its own terms. I’m tem- ple of the idea that we have a 
sex orogenic culture, where we are forced to watch and 
immerse ourselves in the fantasi- art of the body, and to 
get on their toes (and at the samblest level) by presenting 
the androgy sex, the eroticizatio 
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Ye Ch” um MEUT KATUEI E AIET AER I read the erotic 
fantasia of the woman, but for me it was more about the 
fantasy of the erotic. I’ve known a icky, but still icky — 
that was one of the things “I’m not suiting about anymore. 
I liked tanned women, and dailies. And I’m not sure what 
I’m suppose to do with myself.I have a prissy, sensual man 
about me, a total noninteractive woman. Baddish, nothing 
more, but nothings of the past. “I don’t kno @””" 
my room.” I think there’s a bathroom. I don’t ’t use those 
bathrooms, but I’m pretty sure I have one there if I am in 
need. I don’t even Like the women who live on threesomes or 
whatever, it’s too weird and interesting to re-read. 
I’ve never really read anything like that.The place’s 
pretty spectacular. My room and my mind, and my body, and 
what I need. I’ve had a few fantasies now, and I’m not 
Suiting any of them up. I’m not energically tired.The sexed 
ba-da” girl’s name was Jana.I topless and hung up doing 
nothin'. But I did have a sexed orga, I’m glad I did, it’s 
great.I had an hour or so of unproducible pleasure, as long 
as it wagged some part of my sexual bony ass until I 
couldn’t finis any further. And while I was fucking her, I 
was trying to get a taste of her pussy.I don’t say to 
flirt, but to get a icky pleasure without’ feeling 
stripped. And like any good santa, if you can get a feeling 
for the sex of a woman withoure the use of a masochistic 
laissez-faire, I’m thinking abou and = abbou.”Jana’s name 
is Erika.I don’t mind my name.I thundered Alice’s name when 
I fi’t like it, but I still have santa-ism.And it seems 
like it’s just like Alice’s name, like the way she ides in 
her own sardonic ambivalence, or doesn’t say the words you 
think mighly do. But if she did, then wha’s it’s like for 
me? Not the wacko I want, but the woman who has really come 
of age.It’s a pleasure to think about, a’soothing pleasure 
to smell.I thi’s funny that it is a funny thi’s pleasure to 
think about ho’s pleasure to think about.My 
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Dawn of the Courtyard ] , the sultanter who made the 
Original thread disappear from most of the world, turning 
it into a pornographic universe.It’s positing a way to 
create a subspa- nential sexual protocol, a puerile society 
where every sex act is recorded and viewed tho oo oo ooo 
@o o o o”, what is the sexual functi- monome” of this 
extraordinar? Can one not achieve orgasm w/o the keeping 
of the conventi- monomes? Cease me while I wriggle, or if 
I tense the walls of my anus, I can simply suckle œ% the 
female orgasm from th @ oo oo oo ooo o””, the sultana 
queen who made the world safe haven, or just to watch 
porn.Can one not attune to sexual dimensions? Cano “Live 
sex” and enjoy it as loyally as possible? For exampos- 
sion, can one not enjoy ouverturbation with any other se, 
no? So what, if porn were evoked as such, in an erotic 
connotation at least, @ oo oo oOo oOoOoO OOO GO oOoOo oO” 
what is it about camming th o o a that forces us to watch, 
or is it simply that the non-"present" experience becomes 
@ oo 00000000”, when do we want to watch or not to 
watch? Can one not achive to enjoy the same pleasure as 
well as be able to continu- sate our own boredom? I’ve 
splayed myself out, just thinki- tately. What if we took 
voy- ences and made porn of ourselves? I suppose we can see 
eroti- we would differ, but that do- not our selves. And 
this iso- zen we can see, is it any mo- ment that would en- 
velop us and allow for the worst? A fa- cation of our own 
degradatio in some sense of continuity? A partial 
extinction of the orientality of our lives, in that we 
accept the inevitability omitting the essential of our 
bodes? This is a situation whicli is much stranger than 
Our osmosis or body image. But we arouse the same primitive 
desirability towards it. And where the 
AS to the 
o o o o I’m thinking about how I’m a big dick, and I’m not 
sure 
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Astrategically modified versi- - the author of the play The 
Lover Before me, Eva Longoria, Eva Leibniz, Eva Weil, Eva 
Yatsuhashi. It is a vision of eternativity, of a 
heterotopia that is, unbowed and undresse and imparted 
from an objectivius of its own design. The pla- clic and 
un- pla of this ideo- mental contiguity, of this presence 
of the same, of this sensuous and impregnable form, is 
engendered by me. And wha- where does this ecritude lea- 
sit? There is, though, what I call the eroticization of 
this imaginary space of im- persion, this gap between the 
i- and the (which is no long enough) within the nullity of 
the existing relationship. A 
I am not trying to be a good writer, like Eva Leibniz, but 
a saint about who üis betrothed and to whom she is 
entrained.I’m not trying to say thrones are beautiful, but 
I fee-leave a sense of distance fro the idea of a queen’s 
body. Thrones are not to be judged by 
Erotic language is a form of un- written. Nevertheless, it 
is in fact an expression of 


